THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
and the babel was agonizing. Scream, clatter, yell,
screech, howl, shout, bellow, bang, smash. One
would have said that somebody had entered the
monkey house at the Zoo, armed with a red-hot
poker which he was applying to the monkeys' pos-
teriors. But no. The ladies of New York were only
indulging in a little polite conversation. However,
when they do that in any considerable number the
result is loud enough to lower the walls of any
Jericho. In fact, I am quite certain that if New York
ever falls, it will fall not because of any earthquake
or battle, but because somebody gives a lunch to too
many society women.
I looked at her hopelessly. 'This is unbearable/ I
shrieked.
She made a sign, through the din, that she agreed.
Summoning up all the available air into my lungs
I shouted across the table: 'Have you ever tried
putting your fingers in your ears?'
She shook her head.
4Try it,' I howled. 'It's marvellous.'
She put her fingers to her ears. So did I, We
kept them there. For a moment I closed my eyes.
The peace was infinitely welcome. The babel was
only a dull roar now. One could hear oneself breath-
ing. Slowly I opened my eyes. As I did so I caught
sight of a man at the opposite table. He was staring
at me with an expression of terror. So was his wife,
whose arm he had seized. So, as I suddenly realized,
were a great many people. They evidently thought
we were mad, and might begin to throw knives at
For the first time in several months I blushed,
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